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My mother got a new hip yesterday. In a few minutes, my younger 
daughter and I are going to the hospital to drive my mom home. I 
don’t have much time to write this, so I’ll make it brief. 

I am – perhaps, unhealthily – acutely aware of and profoundly 
frightened by…the passage of time. 

You leave home for school. It’s exciting and a little unnerving; but, 
in the main, amazingly great. You graduate. You’re, at once, wistful 
and restless, as your first day of work draws near. You’re itching to get 
“the rest of your life” underway. Suddenly, you’re 30. You joke: “I’m 
old.” And your friends laugh and buy you funny cards. You turn 40. 
You’re kids aren’t little anymore. “Forty is the new 30,” your friends 
say. Everyone chuckles – despite the familiarity of the once-clever line 
– even if it’s with less abandon than a decade ago. Suddenly, your 
house is quiet; your youngest child has settled into her dorm room, 
and you’re hoping she phones soon. You’re 50. “Fifty is the new 40,” 
which makes it the new, new 30, borrowing from the transitive prop-
erty that you barely remember from four decades before. Soon, you’re 
sore. Your feet. Your knees. Your shoulder. Your back. You say to your 
son, who has kids of his own…kids who have finished 
school…”I’ve had a good life. I made some mistakes, 
but I did a lot right, too. We’ve been fortunate.” 
And you almost smile as your eyes track the 

bird feeding near the tree in your backyard. Then, you get a new knee. 
Not long after comes the hip. 

Is anyone else scared, like I am, all the time? If so, the world is full of 
amazing actors, because nobody dares share his dread with me. There 
are support groups and methods and medicines to help us address ev-
ery kind of dysfunction or worry. But dying – the ultimate invincible 
enemy: We don’t mention it much, except in church, surrounded by 
similarly opulent and beautiful windows and music, a place of alche-
my, where fear is molded into celebration, until we return home with 
it, and it reverts back to fear.

I made chicken broth yesterday. My daughter made Jell-o. We 
bought a case of ginger ale. We want to help. We want her “back to 
normal,” ASAP. For her sake and for mine. I need her now as much as 
I did half a century ago, when 6 was the new 5.   

upfront
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